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We DARK, 7W/STED PATHS OF THE DEEP BACKWOODS 
/COUNTRY HELD THE STRANGE SECRET OF PETER TAM, A 
[ SECRET NO EYES WERE MEANT TO SEE.' YET EYES HAD a 
SEEN AND NOW,. 
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tears.' rr /S MOIST.' 
NO-HT MUST BE A 
RESULT OF CONDEr<SfmON 
ON THE PIASTER.' 7E5, 

that's rr.' 




Tm 

■ DiSPmy man 

COULD NOT 
CONTAIN HMSfLF.' 
HE LIFTED THE 



WITH ALL MTS 
ST8CKGTH' THE 
ONLOOKERS 
ACZIATEO IT 
ALL AS Of* 
MMD jcme.' 





JtfT 7N5 FRANTIC MAN FOUND NO TRRC£ OF 
INJURV.'THEN A FRIGHTENING THOUGHT STRUCH 
HIM WITH SUCH VIOLENCE THAT HE FELT HIS SANITY 
UNHINGED.' WILDLY, UNREASONINGLY, HE BEGAN TO RUN ' 
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AN EERIE old 'house stood forlorn and 
decrepit on the hillside, with a bloated 
moon casting weird shadows around it. A wind 
keened and howled through the gnarled trees, 
whose branches waved and undulated as if 
to clutch for unwary victims. At times bats 
skittered from the rafters, and from inside 
the house itself, low moans could be heard. 
Deserted and abandoned for many years, it 
was typically the "haunted house" that people 
shunned on a dark night. 

"Haunted?" laughed Jim Pickard brashly. 
"Fiddlesticks! It's just a broken down old 
wreck of a house. Nary a .ghost or ghoul or 
banshee or any other haunt inside. And I'm 
going to prove it by spending the night in 
there!" 

"No, don't do it," pleaded his friend John 
Wickersham earnestly. "One man tried it last 
year and came out mad! Don't defy the super- 
natural powers — they are evil and vengeful!" 

Pickard laughed again at Wickarsham's pale 
face. "I'm a newspaper man," he said. "I only 
believe what I see with my eyes — and only 
half of that. That's why I'm taking my camera 
along inside." He patted his press camera lov- 
ingly. "Nothing can fool this gadget. If there 
are ghosts and beasties, ill record it on pho- 
tographic film — and have a scoop for my paper. 
I've got all the special sensitive film I need. 
I'm almost hoping there arc supernatural hor- 
rors, because I'd get a big bonus out of it for 
such pictures!." 

He grinned scornfully. ''But of course that's 
rot.* I'm really going in to ^prove it isn't 
haunted. And then I win that hundred dollar 
bet from you." 

"I could bite my tongue off for ever mak- 
ing that bet," Wickersham said bitterly. "For 
the last time, Jim, let's call the whole thing 
off." 

"Not on your life," chortled Pickard. "If 
I find ghosts, I get a bonus. If I don't find 
ghosts, I win from you. How can I lose? See 
you at dawn, John. Here goes!" 

With that, Pickard marched with his cam- 
era toward the weird old house. Wickersham 
shook his head helplessly and turned away. 



He'd be back at dawn to meet Pickard— if al! 
went well. Would Pickard come out alive — 
and sane? 

Meanwhile, alone, the newspaper reporter 
reached the broken-down porch and climbed 
the creaking steps to the front door. The wind 
whined around the corner like a lost soul, and 
a black bat skittered past his nose. 

The interior was utterly gloomy, almost 
pitch-dark, but Pickard's eyes soon adjusted 
to the dim light and he was able to make out 
the hallway ahead. 

He couldn't resist it. As he strode forward, 
he yelled in a loud voice — "Hi, ghosts and 
sundry haunts! I've dropped in for a visit. Do 
you mind?" 

In answer, a shuddery howl suddenly shiv- 
ered through the musty air, like the mad laugh 
of a demon. Pickard jumped and almost 
■ dropped his camera, his heart beating. Had 
he been wrong after all? Were there name- 
less spooks of the nether world inhabiting this 
ancient abode? 

Trembling, not so sure of himself now, Pick- 
ard crept on, as silence fell. He began explor- 
ing the rooms, one by one. dimly lit by moon- 
light filtering through cobwebbed windows. 
He stumbled past old broken furniture. 

Suddenly, the hairs on the back of his neck 
arose. On the floor, in a patch of moonlignt, 
was thrown the black shadow of a giant mon- 
ster with clutching arms! Pickard stumbled 
back in horror. What monster lurked in 
waiting? 

Pickard cursed himself for not bringing 
along a flashlight, so confident had he been 
that nothing would scare him in the old house. 
Panic-stricken, he ran, from- the black sbaSsw 
to another room. 

A screech tore from his lips. A ghastly paie 
face loomed before him, staring at him in hyp- 
notic fixedness! It was a disembodied head, 
floating in thin air! 

Pickard ran blindly, trying to find the front 
door, but he was lost in the rambling old house 
now. A living nightmare followed for him, as 
all the supernatural creatures one could imag- 
ine hounded him! 



In another room, two huge fierce eyes 
blinked and gleamed redly at him from deep 
shadow, and a moaning voice cackled mourn- 
fully through the air. Pickard ran. Forgotten 
was his camera and all his brave resolve to 
defy the supernatural. Fear possessed him 
from head to foot, and Pickard lurched and 
fled like a hunted animal, sobbing in fright! 

But there seemed no escape from the ghastly 
manifestations. A white form suddenly rose 
before him in the dark, shimmering and mal- 
formed, clutching at him with long greedy 
arms. 

"A ghost !" shrieked Pickard. "A real ghost !" 

Moaning, half mad. Pickard finally found 
the front door and burst out into the fresh 
air, panting, abysmally frightened. But then 
he stopped, lit a cigarette, and calmed his 
shattered nerves. 

"Now listen," he told himself firmly. "You 
lost your head, you nitwit. You still don't 
believe in haunts, really. Remember, it's all 
rubbish. If you keep your head, you can go 
back in and find a perfectly harmless explana- 
tion for everything that seems supernatural." 

Ten minutes later,. squaring his shoulders' 
and gripping his_ camera, Pickard went back 
in. Courage once more flooded him. Again the 
demoniac howl' greeted him, freezing the mar- 
row in his bones. But gritting his teeth, Pick- 
ard approached the blood-curdling sound. 
Then he drew a long breath and chuckled in 
infinite relief, as he put his finger in a chink 
in the wall, feeling the draft. 

"Just the wind whistling through this 
chink," he informed himself. "That's all that 
the mad howling was!" 

He next sought out the huge black shadow 
thrown weirdly on the floor in a patch of moon- 
light. Pickard looked around puzzled and then 
snapped his fingers. Sure enough, it was just 
the shadow of a gnarled tree from outside, 
whose twisted limbs danced in the wind like 
clutching hands. Pickard blocked off the win- 
dow with his own body, and the shadow was 
obliterated. 

A great idea came to Pickard then. "It's 
foolish little things like that that convince 
frightened people an old house is haunted. 
I'll take pictures of these things and make a 
newspaper article out of it — HAUNTED 
HOUSE EXPOSED AS FAKE!" 
% 



IS HAUNTED 

Using special infra-red or "black light" flash- 
bulbs that would not cast a blazing glare ami 
spoil the ghostly atmosphere of the place, 
Pickard snapped the eerie shadow on the floor, 
and then the tree that caused it. It would be 
a sensation, showing how the human eye could 
be tricked into seeing queer phenomena. 

Next, without fear, Pickard sought out the 
ghastly "floating face" in another room. He 
burst out laughing. "This is really good. It's 
my own face, reflected in a mirror on the wall. 
In this dark room, lit only by moonlight, my 
face looks pale and ghostly." 

Pickard took a picture of that, and also of 
the two fierce eyes that gleamed wickedly — 
from an owl that sat and hooted there, having 
made a nest in this old house! 

The white ghost? That was simply wisps 
oE foggy air that rose through rotted floor- 
boards, up from the dank basement. 

"It's all so simple," Pickard laughed. "I've 
got a complete series of pictures proving 
that ghosts and haunts don't exist here, or 
anywhere. Now I'm tired. I'll have a cigarette 
and then take a snooze for the rest of the 
night. And no ghosts will wake me up!" 

At dawn, John Wickersham drove up and 
stepped out; anxiously. Had Jim Pickard sur- 
vived the night? 

"Boo! I'm a ghost!" 

Wickersham nearly jumped out of his skin, 
as Pickard came from behind a bush, grinning. 
"Pay me that hundred, John," Pickard de- 
manded. *'I won, proving there are no ghosts 
. . . hey, what's wrong with you? Why are 
you staring at me as if you'd seen a ghost?" 

WICKERSHAM'S face was utterly hor- 
rified. He pointed toward the old house 
— or where it had been! "Look, Jim! Only 
charred ruins left of it! It burned down dur- 
ing the night, while you were in iti Didn't 
you know?" 

Pickard stared in shock. "Burred down? 
Then I must have fallen asleep with a burn- 
ing cigarette in my hand, which set the fire. 
But nothing woke me! Why wasn't I burned 
to death?" 

"You were." Wickersham groaned. "Your 
form ... I can see through it . . . Jim, you're 
a, GHOST!" 

THE END 
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AC805S THEYEARS WITH UNDYING INTENSITY... FOR ITS VICTIMS.' 
I KNOW A TALC OF ONE SUCH HORROR .' COME, IF YOU PARE, AND 
LIVE AGAIN WITH ME THE AfERVE-SHATTERING DAYS THAT 
STEMMED FROM THE UNEARTHING OF THE CRYSTAL HORROR' 





BUT VOUR ANCESTOR... \ IT MAKES A I 

the one vou said was 1 difference ' 
burned as a witch... j to me; lwotrr 
that was more 
than aoo YEARS 

ago; what dif- 
ference CAN IT 
i MAKE NOW ~ 
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The SENTENCE OF THE COURT WAS death ev FIRE , ANC IAS 

THE FLAMES OF THE OEATH FjjtE CAST ThSIR REOPISH 
SLOW ON THE FRENZIEP TOWNSPEOPLE 

n3A 




WE CAN STAY HERE FOR A PEW 
DAYS WHILE I SEARCH FOR 
THE CRYSTAL. ONCE I PROVE 
THERE'S NOTHING [" 
THERE'LL BE NO . — 
WORE TALK OF Jl HOPE 
WITCHES IN ^YOUKNOW 
THE LOP6E \ WHAT YOU'RE 
n FAMILY.' X 0O\H&: 



7uKT NlSHT SLEEP WAS UNEASY, 
PUNCTUATED BY PREAMS. THAN, AS 

— -owe uifeeek 

„ . HAN THE FOR- 
CES OP NATURE... 



THOUGH 



.PPENLY, AS IF SOME 
GHOSTLY VOICE HAP 
WmSPEREP A WElRP 
WARNING, WILBUR AWOKE 
TO FlNP HIMSELF ALONE 
IN THE MUSTY ROOM... 
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PULSE -POUNDING STORIES OF 

STRAFE SUSPENSE .' 




